4                                        PROLOGUE

us. Somehow we did not imagine that anyone ex-
cept the members of the Working Committee would
be arrested in the first round up but we were mis-
taken,

So Raja also got his things together and all
too soon they were ready to go. We bade farewell to
them and they were escorted to their respective cars
by the police officials; Jawahar to an unknown
destination and Raja to Yeravda Central Prison,
Poona. We waved good bye and returned to the
flat wondering what the future had in store for ail
of us this time.

We had many guests staying with us then and
the flat was full to overflowing. Only two persons
had gone away and yet everything seemed changed.
Something was lacking, something vital had gone
which seemed to have made the place alive before
and barren and deserted now. For days the house
had been full of people coming and going, and the
stream of visitors continued now in an even increas-
ing number. Friends, relations and war correspond-
ents of all kinds and descriptions hovered around
for details of the arrests. Still we missed those that
had gone away and our thoughts were with them
constantly.

Many a time the same thing had happened but
one could not get accustomed to it. Each time it
left one a little bewildered and a little lonely.

For a year now, those near and dear to me
have been away, imprisoned behind grim walls and
iron bars. Even sight of them has been denied. But
their absence, though creating a great void in my
life, does not make me despair or falter. I am con-
vinced that the cause for which they have been in-
carcerated is a just and right one and that they
must suffer for it is inevitable.

A year is not a very long time in the life of an
individual much less in the life of a nation. But